Camp Parapet La. May 1st, 1864
Dear Wife,
The steam ship Creole from
N. York arrived at N.O. bringing a mail, which came to our camp
last eve at 9 o'clock. I had the pleasure of reading your letter written
Apr. 14th. I do not wonder that you feel great anxiety in regard to the future, still it is not wise to borrow trouble, it cometh fast enough without;
and you may not see what you fear; then all your anxiety will be
for nought, only to wear you out, and make you less fit for duty.
As you say, it is best to look storm jack full in the face, so as to be
prepared for them. Prepare for the worst, but ever hope for the best, trus-ting in that Being who overrules all things. You may rest assured, that
I shall take the very best care of myself, for your sake. I think I shall
stand this climate first rate; thus far it agrees with me well, I never
felt better in my life. You know I always could endure heat. The citizens say it will not be much warmer then it has been for the last
two weeks. It is quite warm in the middle of the day, but we have a
good breeze from the river which makes it comfortable even then,
especially if we keep in the shade; and from 10 untill 3 o'clock I have
but little to do. I sit in my tent with the sides rolled up to let in the
sweet cooling breeze, and can look out upon the green grass, and orange
groves, hearing the ever singing birds, pouring out their songs of praise

to that Being who has given them such beautiful habitations, and
supplies their every want. My tent is under the shade of two trees, and my
mocking bird, sings upon them from morning till night. Such singing
you never heard at the North. Their programe is lengthy, embracing many
songs never heard at the North. There are many birds here of most gorgeous
colour, I would like to send you some of them, but I fear they would
pine for their v1orld of sweet orange groves of the South. It is quite
cool this mom. We have had a slight shower; but the clouds are passing away, and the deep blue sky is again showing its lovely face.
So it is with life, clouds of pain, anguish, fear and actual grief,
and sorrow, darken our pathway for awhile, but ere long they will
pass away, and the tranquil sky of peace, happiness and love smile
upon us, making life doubly happy. Hope on, dear one, for when
your clouds of anxiety are passed, and we sit side beside, recounting
the past, we shall feel such happiness as we never before experienced.
Our Regt,, bears a noble name here, as it did in Washington, and well it
may. For I am proud of it. I have never seen its eaquel. We was
inspected by the Inspector General last week, and he told our
Adjt,, it was the best Regt,, he ever inspected. Our men are prompt in
duty, faithful and trustworthy, and just such a Regt,, as is needed
to do duty, in, and around a city. Not a man of ours has been
drunk since our arrival. We have no camp guard, allow the
men to go anywhere within the lines of this post, still when wanted
are always on hand for duty, sober and in their right minds, wh.
cannot be said of any other connected with us. I think we shall
remain here for a long time, and it is my candid opinion we
shall never go into a battle, unless we are attacked here, and that I do

not fear for we have entire control of the river, and the only chance
the Rebs have of taking N.O. is to pass the neck of land through our camp,
for all north of the R.R. is low swampy land wh. troops cannot go through.
I think they will not undertake to pass us, for they would not only have
us to contend with, but the numerous gun boats in the river would cut
them all to pieces.

Banks has had a hard battle (as I wrote you before)

on Red river, and, according to the best information I can get, was badly
cut up. A part of a Regt of artillery is now close to our camp, which was in
the fight; they lost all of their field pieces, and every officer but one.
The Rebs took 100 of our waggons with horses and rations. And I was in-formed by Mrs. Gifford (wife of Capt. Gifford of 3rd Majo Batery) when in
the city last, her husband wrote her, the Red river was so low, our thirteen
( 13) of our transport were burned, to prevent their falling into the hands of
the Rebs, as they could not be got away. Most of Gen Banks forces have
falen back to Alexandria, where they are throwing up fortifications.
There are rumers that he is to be superseded, but I know nothing in
regard to its truthfulness. He had a large force up there and I think will
be able to whip the Rebs out, but his forces were scattered before, and by some
means his whole train of waggons blocked up the road, between his army
and theirs leaving them,, waggons an easy prey for them. Some think very poor Gen-eralship was displayed, but I of course cannot judge in regard to that.
I have always had great faith in Gen. Banks, and still have. You prob-ably get all the war news from the department of the Gulf long bef-ore my letters reach you, and care not to have me fill up my letters with
such news. You may ask how I became acquainted with Mrs. Gifford. I
saw her at the P. 0., and she looked like some one I had seen before &
she thought she had seen me before, so she bowed to me and I went

up and spoke to her. She is stopping at a hospital in the city. I think
by what she said to take care of the sick. A new month has poped its
rosy head, with twining necklaces of [illegible] into being; It
seems like lifes early childhood, with its frolicing streamlets, and singing
birds, and budding beauty, and like childhood, how swiftly will it glide
away, and when once gone, never more to return. Could we but realize
that every day, month, and year is sealed up forever, and if scribbles unimproved
can never be redeemed, we should live very different from what we
now do. I feel as though I ought to, and pray God that I may be enabled
to in the future. It is now Sabbath Eve. I feel lonely and sad. My heart
yearns for home. For wife - for children, for love. I feel as though I was
far from you as I cannot hear from you only twice a month, that is to say
it takes two weeks for a letter to reach me, or nearly that; still I can
see just how you look, and speak, and can imagine you sitting with your,
my children, and telling them of me. It is pleasant to know you think of me,
but far, far greater pleasure to know you love me. This has been a quiet day
in camp. I have had the Congregationalist, the Christian watchmen and
Gins Herald to read to day. You need not send either of those paper
for they come every week to our Regt. And now I must bid you good
night dearest, and go to bed, may angels protect and comfort you while
you slumber, may you trust in God, knowing he will do all things for
your best good, and pray for us all. Monday Eve - This has been a pleas-ant day just cool enough to be comfortable all the time. That young Bates
who used to be in Frenchs store, (the best one) came to see us a few days ago. Hee
came out in a 9 month Re gt. and when his time was out, let himself to the
government in a telegraph office for $80 a month. Hee is about 50 miles
up the river. News has just come into camp that Banks forces were having an-other big battle up on Red river, and were being whiped, and retreating this
way. An Ill. Regt. from our post is ordered to start in the morning to their relief.
Another mail came in today but nothing for me. This mail goes from here
tomorrow, and leaves the city Wednesday. Polly has been sick for two days
but has managed to get along with a little assistance from those in the other
room. The negroes are very ignorant, much more so then they were in [illegible].
Still they know how to prize their freedom; their masters told them before we
came, we were awful critters, and would kill them all, or send them off
and they thought we were not white, but when they came to see us they
were very much disappointed, But they have very little confidence
in the white man now, are very suspicious they are to be wronged.
That is the most ignorant game of them it is difficult to make und-erstand your meaning. There is a little girl lives in the house with
Polly, I love to talk with, she is a regular Lopsey. To day is the first
time I could get her to tell me her name, which she said was "Amelia"
how charming. After she told me she asked me to give her a pr of shoes
She has a sister 3 years old, little woolly head with white tiets. I see
lots of young women round here with beautiful little babies almost
white. Some of them may have mothers at the North, as well as here.
I think they feel proud of a white babe, and take great pains to
show it, they don't pay much attention to
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the black soldier when
they can get white. I think we
shall be paid off soon, when I
shall send you some money. I think
you will get it about the first of
June. I think of much, and
pray for you, and wish I could
do more for you, but cruel war
prevents. Keep up good courage.
Remember me in much love to
all our friends, but trust me
your ever loving husband.
love to Flora and Henry
Yours J. Henry

